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The Home
Jodi Tai
Mother’s silver clock reads fifteen minutes to six. From his quiet hiding 
place the boy peers through the closet door shutters and  
counts the seconds.
Hugging his knees to his chest he exchanges his counting for a song 
he learned at school. He mutters it to himself, barely audible as he 
continues to keep a lookout from his closet.
Downstairs someone is squealing with delight, another is rapping 
his loud feet against the floorboards as they stomp around the house. 
Childlike screams exude from the living room and the boy suspects  
that his Siblings have lost track of the time amidst their play. She’ll  
be home soon.
Ten minutes to six.
The boy leans against the wall of his closet and wonders if he will 
be here next week. Perhaps by this time next week he will have a nice 
father and mother who will sweep him up to live with them in their 
chocolate tiered castle. He tries to hold onto the picture of it all as  
he drones out the sound of the older
Siblings rocking the fridge again. Mother always kept the key around 
her neck. It’s just the rule. Five minutes to six.
The boy tries to sing a little louder, enough for someone outside 
his closet to hear. It still isn’t enough to drown out the constant 
ticking of the treacherous silver clock. Each tick of the clock grows 
louder. Perhaps someone passing by might catch a bit of his song 
and remember the encroaching hour. Or maybe the absurd loudness 
of the clock will catch someone’s attention. They should have kept 
better watch of the time. They know better. He hears a crash and 
secretly wishes that it were one of the framed phony photos that line 
the hallway entrance. All the faces that have vanished from the house 
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leaving only their forced smiles in the little wooden frames on her 
wall—they escaped her company. Maybe the boy will too.
One minute to six.
He stops his singing and focuses on the clock. It’s still too loud. The 
incessant screams and banging and foolish sounds seem to amplify  
to all corners of the house. No one but the boy remembered the 
impending hour. The pans are still clanging in the kitchen and the 
Siblings haven’t ceased their noise. Only the boy with his knees  
to his chest and his brow on his knees sits ready in his closet.
Thirty seconds.
It’s too late for them. He scoots himself deeper into the closet, sinking 
deeper into obscurity among the coats. The boy wraps his arms around 




Impulse of survival dissolves his decency. His last fleeting thoughts  
of warning them come too late.
Downstairs the creak of the front door rings like a siren. The door 
opens. The tap of her heels come upon the wooden floors.
And the home is still.
